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PREFATORY  NOTE 


germ  of  the  opening  poem  in  this  volume, 
“The  Karroo,”  is  to  be  found  in  a  short  story 
by  the  writer,  published  some  years  ago  in  a  collection 
called  ‘  The  Sunburnt  South.’  The  form  adopted  in 
this  poem  ( the  elegiac)  is  generally  condemned  by 
prosodists  as  unsuitable  to  the  English  language.  It 
has,  however,  been  deliberately  chosen  in  this  instance, 
as  it  seems  to  convey  a  sense  of  space  and  monotony 
consonant  with  the  theme.  Certain  liberties,  by  way 
of  experiment,  have  been  taken  with  the  strict  form, 
and  it  is  hoped  that  these  have  been  justified. 

Five  of  the  shorter  poems  in  this  book  were  included 
in  a  previous  collection,  and  appear  here  in  a  slightly 
amended  form. 

The  writer  takes  this  opportunity  of  announcing 


PREFATORY  NOTE 


that  he  is  engaged  in  the  compilation  of  an  anthology 
of  South  African  verse  from  the  time  of  Pringle  to 
the  present  day.  He  is  already  in  communication 
with  authors  who  have  published  volumes  of  verse, 
but  is  still  prepared  to  consider  poems  of  merit  that 
have  not  yet  appeared  in  book  form.  It  is  hoped 
that  the  contemplated  anthology  will  be  published  next 
year  under  the  title,  ‘  The  Centenary  Book  of  South 
African  Verse.’ 


Grahamstown,  South  Africa, 
August  1924. 


F.  C.  S. 
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THE  KARROO 
I 

Giant,  grim  and  uncomely,  begotten  of  dim  Desola¬ 
tion,1 — 

Sired  by  dream-fed  Silence,  nurtured  by  niggardly 
Drought,— 

Rugged  and  arid  and  tameless,  yet  tortured  with 
infinite  yearning — 

Longing  to  crush  to  thy  bosom  tender  and  fugitive 
Spring  ! 

Rarely  she  comes  in  her  joy,  that  maiden  reluctant 
and  lovely, 

Robed  in  raiment  of  verdure  jewelled  with  open¬ 
ing  buds  ; 

Rarely  comes  misty-eyed  Autumn,  in  splendour  of 
gold-tinted  vestments, 

Bringer  of  gladdening  gifts — corn  and  bright 
clusters  of  grape  ; 


1  Free  elegiacs. 
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Constant  is  Summer — thy  mistress — riotous,  pas¬ 
sionate  Summer, — 

Bright-eyed  bacchante  and  fierce,  drunk  with 
the  wine  of  the  sun, — 

Swiftly  she  clasps  and  enfolds  thee  with  fond  and 
flaming  embraces, 

Till,  weary  of  lips  so  listless,  seeks  she  a  lover 
more  kind  ; 

Cometh  then  hag-like  Winter, — gaunt  and  ghostly 
and  pallid, — 

Wooing  with  icy  kisses,  freezing  with  frosty 
embrace  : 

Pale  to  the  passion  of  Summer  and  careless  of 
Winter’s  caresses. 

Art  thou,  O  lover,  enmeshed  in  shining  visions  of 
Spring  ? 


II 

Bondman  art  thou  to  the  sun — that  tyrant  stern 
and  relentless, 

Deaf  to  the  whispers  of  mercy,  smiting  with 
pitiless  scourge  ; 

Day  after  day  he  torments  thee  with  curses  that 
scorch  thee  and  blister, 

Flays  thee  with  fiery  lashes  that  wound  and 
torture  and  scar ; 


THE  KARROO 


13 


Respite  comes  to  thee  only  when  Night  (who  com¬ 
forts  the  vanquished 

Spent  from  the  long  day’s  conflict)  grants  a  sur¬ 
cease  to  thy  woe, — 

Wipes  thy  wounds  with  her  tresses  flashing  with 
stars  and  with  planets. 

Sheds  on  thy  limbs  that  shudder  tears  of  com¬ 
passionate  dew  ; 

Night,  the  beneficent  mother,  tends  thee  with  mute 
ministrations, — 

Bringing  a  balm  to  thine  anguish,  sealing  thine 
eyelids  with  sleep  ; 

Night,  mysterious  mother,  whose  sable  and  far- 
streaming  tresses 

Tremble  with  faint  far  whispers  from  star-built 
caverns  of  dream  ! 


Ill 

Wilderness,  sterile  and  parched,  far-stretching  away 
to  the  skyline, — 

Desert,  stark  and  inclement, — mournful  majestic 
Karroo, — 

Region  reft  of  the  gladness  of  grass  and  its  grateful 
greenness — 

Barren  of  woods  that  dream  Narcissus-like  over 
their  shade  ; 
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Alien  to  thee  is  the  music  of  water — sweetest  of 
singers — 

Crystal  chanting  of  rivers,  laughter  and  lilting  of 
rills; 

Rivers  hast  thou  of  grey  sand  ;  they  curl — like  sun- 
smitten  serpents — 

Twisting  through  cactus  and  scrub,  wearily  seek¬ 
ing  the  sea ; 

Famished,  forlorn,  and  songless,  they  carry  no  gifts 
to  the  ocean — 

Carry  no  tribute  of  silver  flashing  from  mountains 
afar ; 

Only  in  dreams  comes  whispering  joy — long  lost 
and  forgotten — 

Rapture  of  shining  kisses,  radiant  fingers  that 
thrill,— 

Only  in  dreams  they  inherit  the  elfin  enchantment 
of  water 

That  borrows  the  witch-moon’s  magic,  snaring 
inquisitive  stars  ! 


IV 

What  went  ye  out  for  to  see  ?  Lands  flowing  with 
milk  and  with  honey — 

Flashing  with  flowers  and  fountains  ?  What  went 
ye  out  for  to  see  ? 
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League  upon  listless  league  of  scrub,  sad-coloured 
and  stunted, 

Broken  by  stone-crowned  kopjes — isles  in  a 
motionless  sea  ! 

League  upon  league  of  brown  earth,  monotonous, 
vast  as  the  ocean. 

Guarded  by  stone-casqued  kopjes — sentinels  sleep¬ 
less  and  grim  .  .  . 

Lo,  when  at  noontide  the  sun  chastises  the  plain 
in  his  anger. 

Heat-rays  flicker  aloft,  like  chaff  from  a  winnow¬ 
ing-floor, — 

Glittering  heat-waves  leap,  like  spray  that  is  tossed 
by  the  surges. 

Leaping  they  shiver  and  sparkle — silently  flooding 
the  plains  : 

Tortured,  the  wilderness  swoons  ’neath  the  basilisk 
eye  of  the  sun-god — 

Breathless,  quivering,  naked,  sapped  of  all  colour 
and  shade  ! 


V 

Wilderness,  barren  and  boundless,  ebbing  away  to 
the  skyline, — 

Brooding  stone-crested  kopjes,  lone  leagues  of 
scrub  and  of  sand, — 
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What  can  ye  yield  of  delight  to  those  who  seek  and 
who  harken — 

Seek  for  elusive  Beauty,  yearn  for  the  thrill  of 
her  voice  ? 

Patient  and  sad  and  lonely,  in  silent  places  they 
wander 

Seeking  the  starry  vision  that  beckons,  smiles, 
and  is  gone  ! 

Unto  such  seekers,  O  plains,  ye  melt  into  seas 
opalescent, 

Gemmed  with  glimmering  islands  chafed  by  no 
petulent  surge, — 

Over  your  opaline  seas  and  beyond  your  sapphire 
islands, 

Skies  trail  a  turquoise  garment  jewelled  with 
fringes  of  pearl ! 


VI 

In  the  swift  springtide  of  youth,  I  sang  of  the  veld 
and  its  footpaths 

Leading  to  lonely  farmstead,  leading  to  mission 
and  kraal, — 

Sang  of  the  bare  brown  veld  and  its  beauty  which 
comforts  and  gladdens 

More  than  the  sensuous  tints  of  lands  whose  lover 
is  Spring  ! 
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Wild  were  the  fancies  of  youth,  and  halting  and 
tuneless  its  numbers — 

Faded  from  memory  now  like  dreams  that  die 
with  the  dawn  ! 

But  I  return  to  my  theme, — though  blurred  is  the 
bloom  of  my  rapture, 

Fame,  sweet  siren,  no  longer  lures  me  with 
promises  light ; 

Heedless  of  her,  once  more  I  turn  to  the  sea  that 
enthralled  me. 

Wakened  my  earlier  numbers,  quickened  my  pulse 
with  delight, — 

Turn  to  the  motionless  billows  rolling  away  to  the 
sunset, 

Studded  with  stone-crowned  islands — wind-chafed, 
sun-bitten,  bare, — 

A  sea  that  knows  not  the  music, — the  rapture  and 
rhyme  of  the  surges — 

Nor  the  foambells’  elfin  peals  chiming  on  desolate 
shores  ! 


VII 

At  the  retreat  of  the  sun,  brown  kopjes — touched 
by  eve’s  magic — 

Melt  into  violet  isles  floating  in  rose-coloured 
seas ; 
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Swiftly  the  rose-flushed  seas  are  lost  in  amethyst 
ocean. 

Swiftly  the  islets  dissolve  to  shadows  of  indigo- 
blue  ; 

Pearl-grey,  then,  grow  the  plains,  and  ashen  and 
sombre  the  kopjes  ; 

Bees  of  darkness  alighting,  swarm  o’er  the  sun- 
wearied  waste  ; 

Breezes  waken  and  stir,  bright  star-flowers  bloom 
in  the  sky-field, 

Night,  with  a  sigh,  comes  down  and  roams  through 
the  limitless  plain  ! 


VIII 

After  long  seasons  of  dearth  comes  Rain,  the  elusive 
magician. 

Sowing  the  seed  of  enchantment  over  the  sun- 
stricken  waste  ; 

Swiftly  he  scatters  his  seed — the  glittering  grain  of 
enchantment — 

Scatters  his  seed  and  departs  over  the  far-away 
hills  ; 

Lo,  from  the  seeds  thus  scattered  and  strewn  by 
the  wily  magician 

Spring — from  the  seeds  of  silver — fabulous  flowers 
of  gold ; 
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The  wilderness  wakens  and  smiles — a  golden  smile 
at  his  magic, — 

Flowers  flame  from  the  kopjes — captured  is  fugi¬ 
tive  Spring  ! 


IX 

In  the  far  days  that  are  gone  there  dwelt  in  the 
ways  of  the  desert, 

Scattered  and  wandering  pygmies,  hideous,  filthy, 
and  squat ; 

Fitting  kindred  of  Ishmael — their  hands  against  all 
men  were  lifted — 

Hating  all  that  was  human  with  blind  and  in¬ 
veterate  hate. 

Hunters,  they  carried  the  bow  and  arrows  with 
venom  anointed, — 

Stalkers  of  grazing  springbok,  snake-like  they 
crept  through  the  scrub, 

“  Twang,”  went  the  tiny  bowstring,  unerringly  sped 
the  small  arrow. 

Pricking  with  poisonous  barb  the  sleekest  buck 
of  the  herd ; 

Over  the  desert  the  springbok  sped,  then,  numb 
with  the  venom, 

Tottered  to  earth  in  anguish,  sank,  and  arose  not 
again ; 
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Avid  as  jackal  the  Bushman  followed  to  drink  of 
the  fountain — 

Drink  of  the  spring  that  trickled  red  from  his 
agonised  prey  ; 

Laden  with  flesh  he  returned  to  his  secret  cave  in 
the  kopjes, — 

Home, — where  his  hungering  offspring  whimpered 
and  wailed  in  the  gloom  ! 


X 

Tameless  and  fierce  and  foul  were  these  pygmies, 
and  cunning  as  serpents, — 

Callous  spawn  of  the  desert,  dull  to  the  sting  of 
its  sun, — 

Hunted,  with  pitiless  hate,  they  crouched  among 
sheltering  kopjes  ; 

Tortured  with  famine  and  thirst,  they  crawled 
through  the  scrub  after  prey  ; 

Lurking  in  hidden  places — dark  crevices,  gloom- 
haunted  caverns — 

Limned  they  on  rock  and  on  boulder  lasting  signs 
of  their  art ; 

Brutish  were  they  and  unclean,  yet — stirred  by 
some  glimmer  of  beauty — 

Thirsted  to  capture  in  colour  the  life  of  a  vanishing 
dream  ! 
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Dust  are  those  fugitive  pygmies,  blown  by  the  winds 
of  the  desert. 

Crushed  and  heedlessly  trodden  ’neath  heels  of 
hurrying  change  ; 

Hunters  and  haters  of  men, — their  hatred  has 
crumbled  to  ashes ; 

Hated  of  men  and  hunted, — hatred  pursues  them 
no  more  ! 

Clumsy  weapons  of  stone,  rough  bows  and  a  handful 
of  arrows — 

Relics  of  hunger  and  hate — only  remain  of  their 
lives ; 

But  looming  from  cave  and  krantz  are  inscribed  in 
colours  that  fade  not, 

Hints  from  the  heart  of  their  secret — symbols  and 
signs  of  their  dreams  ! 


XI 

Once,  as  I  wandered  by  night  on  the  fringe  of  the 
moonlit  desert. 

Lapped  in  a  vision  I  saw  pictures  of  days  that 
are  dead : 

Groups  of  horsemen  rode  by  me — with  rifles  slung 
at  the  shoulder — 

Bronzed  and  bearded  and  stem,  silent  and  watch¬ 
ful  they  rode. 
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And  close  after  these  there  followed,  drawn  by  the 
slow-footed  oxen, 

Waggon  on  resolute  waggon — white-sailed  ships 
of  the  veld  ! 

Maidens  with  mirthful  faces,  framed  in  the  sun- 
bonnet  homely, 

Peeped  from  the  rocking  waggons  that  rumbled 
steadfastly  on. 

Almost  I  heard  the  rattle  of  chains  and  the  creaking 
of  “  trekgoed,” 

As  onward  the  waggons  lumbered  over  the  limit¬ 
less  plain  ; 

On,  unfaltering  on,  invincibly  journeyed  the 
trekkers, 

Onward  over  the  desert,  melting  away  like  a 
cloud  ! 


XII 

Lo,  ye  are  lauded  in  song,  in  legend,  in  picture,  and 
story, 

Trekkers  who  with  your  waggons  toiled  o’er  the 
sun-smitten  plain  ! 

Pillars  of  cloud  through  the  day  and  a  steadfast 
flame  in  the  night-time, 

Led  the  offspring  of  Israel  out  of  the  desert  of 
old  : 
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No  sign  on  earth  or  in  heaven  beaconed  the  way¬ 
worn  trekkers. 

Hidden  spaces  with  whispers  lured  and  enticed 
from  afar, — 

Lured  them  on  through  the  desert,  o’er  sinister 
mountain  ramparts — 

Stark  peaks  named  of  the  Dragon — fringing  the 
desolate  waste  ; 

On,  through  rock-studded  valleys — haunt  of  the 
eagle  and  coney — 

Places  untrodden  by  man,  where  Silence  was 
virginal  still  ; 

On,  through  bush-tangled  kloofs,  grey  gorges,  and 
bellowing  torrents  ; 

On,  to  grass-gladdened  plains  and  beckoning  hills 
of  their  dreams, — 

On,  unto  broad  green  pastures, — girdled  with  glim¬ 
mering  woodlands, 

Loud  with  the  lilt  of  water, — regions  of  honey  and 
milk. 

Even  as  bees  guard  the  hive,  this  radiant  soil  was 
encompassed — 

Guarded  by  foemen  baleful,  armed  with  implac¬ 
able  spears ; 

But  those  who,  like  Israel  of  old,  suffered  hunger 
and  thirst  in  the  desert. 

Treading  the  path  of  peril,  were  calm  and  in¬ 
vincible  yet : 
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Fearlessly  faced  they  the  shock — the  shattering 
onset  of  spearmen 

Eager  as  ocean’s  surges  to  whelm  them  under  its 
tide, — 

Till,  after  red  days  of  turmoil,  the  ruthless  savage 
was  conquered. 

And,  Peace,  white  flower  of  Eden,  blossomed 
once  more  in  the  land. 


XIII 

Yea,  ye  are  lauded  in  song,  in  legend,  in  picture,  and 
story, 

Trekkers  whose  white-topped  waggons  trailed 
through  the  desert  of  yore  ! 

Your  fame  is  established  in  song,  but  what  of  the 
sturdy  settlers — 

Souls,  forgotten  and  lonely, — toilers  who  tarried 
behind  ? 

Resolute  pioneers,  they  strove  with  the  obstinate 
desert. 

Laboured  and  sorrowed  and  suffered  through 
weary  profitless  years  ; 

Oft  was  their  toil  frustrated  by  locusts’  aerial 
legions, — 

Oft  was  their  labour  made  void  by  drought  and 
blight  and  disease  ; 
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Yet,  unfailing  in  spirit,  they  conquered  the  wild 
with  their  ploughshares. 

Making  the  wilderness  fruitful,  winning  their 
bread  from  the  waste. 

Far  from  the  land  of  their  fathers,  they  waged  their 
beneficent  warfare, 

Drinking  new  courage  and  strength  fresh  from 
the  soul  of  the  veld ; 

Thrill’d  with  the  spell  of  its  silence,  awed  by  the 
might  of  its  vastness. 

Bathed  in  its  dawns  and  sunsets,  calm  ’neath  the 
lash  of  its  sun, — 

Friendless  and  lone,  they  found  peace  'neath  the 
southern  sky’s  benediction, — 

Found,  in  the  sunlit  spaces,  an  abiding  place  and 
a  home  ! 


XIV 

Settlers  and  pioneers,  they  strove  with  the  obdurate 
desert, 

Making  its  barrenness  bloom,  winning  their  bread 
from  the  waste. 

Oft  after  long  days  of  toil  as  they  sat  on  their  stoeps 
in  the  twilight, — 

Spent  and  weary  and  listless,  filled  with  misgiving 
and  gloom, — 
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Mournful,  from  darkening  fields  they  heard  the  lone 
cry  of  the  plover. 

Heard  the  importunate  roar  of  lions  prowling  for 
prey,— 

Yea,  as  they  sat  and  mused  in  the  sombre  tints  of 
the  twilight. 

Greyness  gathered  within  them,  dark  as  the  land¬ 
scape  around ; 

Dreams  and  hopes  and  desires,  gemmed  once  with 
the  dew  of  life’s  morning, 

Shrivelled  and  faded  and  died,  leaving  no  bright¬ 
ness  behind. 

Then,  as  the  darkness  fell,  the  moon  arose  pallid 
and  ghost-like. 

Silently  flooding  the  plains  with  showers  of  silver 
and  pearl ; 

Like  a  bright  bird  she  emerged  from  the  flowerless 
forest  of  darkness, 

Scaling  with  motionless  wings  the  steep  blue  cliff 
of  the  sky ; 

And  at  her  coming  the  weary,  entranced  by  her 
magical  beauty. 

Dreamed  of  a  northern  island  kissed  and  caressed 
by  the  sea, 

Dreamed  of  green  billowy  lanes  white-flecked  with 
the  foam  of  the  hawthorn, 

Meadows  dappled  with  daisies  rapt  with  the  song 
of  the  lark  .  .  . 
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XV 

Gone  are  those  resolute  trekkers — pilgrims  who 
passed  through  the  desert ; 

Vanished  the  pioneers  who  strove  with  its  obsti¬ 
nate  soil : — 

Gone,  and  they  gallop  no  more  the  plains  in  the 
diamond  morning ; 

Clamber  no  more  the  kopjes,  watching  the  set 
of  the  sun  ; 

Vanished,  they  plough  no  more,  they  sow  not  nor 
gather  the  harvest ; 

Linger  no  more  on  the  stoep  while  star-buds  open 
their  eyes  ; 

Never  list  they  to  the  bleat  of  flocks  that  nibble 
and  wander  ; 

Saunter  no  more  in  the  kraal  while  milk  croons 
soft  in  the  pail ; 

Never  with  prayerful  eyes  will  they  search  through 
the  passionless  heavens. 

Seeking  for  birds  that  tarry — grey-winged  shadows 
of  rain  ! 

Blind  to  the  red  dawn’s  deluge  and  the  purple  surge 
of  the  sunset — 

Suns  no  longer  shall  smite  them,  nor  ever  the 
moon  enchant ! 
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Stern  was  the  conflict  and  long,  but  the  desert  has 
broken  and  crushed  them, 

Drained  to  the  lees  their  life-blood,  wasted  them 
body  and  bone — 

Drops  in  the  sea  of  its  silence,  grains  on  the  shores 
of  its  vastness. 

Merged  are  they  in  its  fabric — one  with  the  infinite 
veld  ! 


XVI 

Motionless  waves  as  I  watch  you  my  thoughts  are 
borne  to  those  billows, — 

Wayward  and  wandering  surges — washing  the 
shores  of  the  world  ! 

Seas  that  serenely  whisper,  or  bellow  in  boisterous 
anger — 

Wild  white  coursers  that  thunder  glittering  hoofs 
on  the  beach, — 

Seas  that  were  still  when  Ulysses  beheld  the  isle  of 
enchantment 

Where  sirens  sang  in  the  sunlight  braiding  their 
tresses  of  gold, — 

Desolate  seas  that  Dido,  tear-dimmed,  searched  for 
her  lover, — 

Seas  that  chanted  to  Jason  the  lure  of  the  flame- 
bright  fleece, — 
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Seas  that  buffeted  Diaz — who  first  of  adventurous 
seamen 

Sighted  your  mist-woven  banners,  O  stately 
turrets  of  Storm  ! 

Seas  with  forgotten  islands  where  pirates  once  buried 
their  treasure — 

Jewels  and  jaundiced  moidores,  blood-mottled 
pieces-of-eight ! 

Seas  where  miraculous  monsters,  great-bellied, 
glutted  with  cargo. 

Furrow  through  tempest  and  foam,  seeking  some 
haven  afar, — 

Seas  with  their  bustling  harbours,  their  bronzed  and 
sinewy  seamen, — 

Seas  of  tumult  and  terror,  seas  that  are  never  at 
rest ! 

Swiftly  from  these  I  turn  to  your  surges  that  sweep 
to  the  sky-line — 

Magical  ocean  of  silence — mute  and  majestic 
Karroo  ! 

Turn  to  your  frozen  billows,  whose  stillness  yields 
to  the  spirit 

Speech,  unfettered  by  language,  tones  not  heard 
of  the  ear, — 

Silence  that  pulses  in  music — vastness  that  endlessly 
whispers — 

Hints  of  an  infinite  Vastness — a  Silence  supernal, 
beyond. 
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A  LAMENT 

Day  droops  while  hovering  Night 
Sips  her  last  honey-light  .  .  . 

— O  golden  flower  of  day, — 
Fading — so  fast — away, — 

What  have  I  won  from  thee 
To  store  in  memory  ? 

What  thought  of  radiant  bloom 
To  lessen  lurking  gloom  ? 

What  sweet  o’  song  to  cheer 
Days  dull  and  drear  ? 

— Alas  !  Alas  ! 

I  drank  your  beauty  up — 

I  drained  its  brimming  cup — 

O  lovely  flower  ! 

No  thought  of  coming  need 
Restrained  my  graceless  greed, — 
No  sweet  I  stored  to  feed 
The  future  hour  ! 
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And  art  thou  weary  without  health. 
Landless  and  lacking  friends  and  wealth  ? 
Behold,  a  palace  waits  for  thee — 

A  mansion  wrought  right  cunningly, — 
Budded  upon  some  barren  moor — 

Or  by  the  wayward  ocean’s  shore — 

Or  in  some  vadey,  green  and  stid, — 

Or  on  some  grey  and  wistful  hid — 

Or  near  some  city,  where  the  lust 
Of  gold  stirs  up  the  human  dust, — 

A  dark  house  with  a  narrow  door. 

There,  thou  shalt  rest  for  evermore. 

There,  n’er  again  shalt  thou  behold 
The  Dawn  her  breast’s  delight  unfold  ; 
And  the  blue  beauty  of  the  Day 
Shad  crumble  unperceived  away  ; 

Stid  Eve  in  purple  mantle  drest 
Shad  pass  unnoticed  to  the  West ; 
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And  Night  with  all  her  stars  shall  come 
And  look  upon  thy  lowly  home, — 

But  not  the  merest  point  of  light 
Shall  pierce  thy  adamantine  night — 

Shall  filter  through  thy  fast-shut  door 
That  opens  not  for  evermore. 

Bright  dews  with  murmurs  musical 
Upon  thy  silent  house  shall  fall ; 

And  weeping  rains  with  whispers  sweet 
Upon  thy  barred  door  shall  beat ; 

Dim  winds  with  dying  sighs  shall  come, 

Gay  birds  shall  sing  and  grave  bees  hum  ; 

And  lowing  herds  and  bleating  sheep 
Shall  wander  near  thy  house  of  sleep, — 

But  not  a  sound  shall  reach  thee  more — 

Not  ev’n  the  thunder’s  sullen  roar 
Shall  rumble  through  thy  fast-locked  door 
That  opens  not  for  evermore. 

Haply  with  finer  ear  thou’lt  hear 
Sounds  lovelier  far  than  haunt  earth’s  sphere  ; 
Haply  with  clearer,  other  eyes 
Thou — in  new  wonder  and  surprise — 

Shalt  see, — beyond  remotest  stars — 

Beyond  the  sunset’s  flaming  bars — 

Beyond  the  darkness  of  the  Veil, — 

Glories  that  make  earth’s  splendours  pale  .  . 
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We  yearn  and  hope  this  may  be  so, — 

We  hope  and  yearn,  we  cannot  know 
That  the  dark  house  with  keyless  door 
Shall  not  be  shut  for  evermore. 

Meanwhile  we  wither  unawares 
'Mid  numbing  pleasures,  blinding  cares, — 
Enmeshed  with  all  the  sensual  world 
In  vain  earth’s  secrets  are  unfurled 
For  us  ;  our  spirits  are  not  fed. 

And  ere  we  die  we  oft  are  dead.  .  .  . 

— If  clearly  with  these  eyes  we  see 
Earth  shall  a  snakeless  Eden  be  ; 

But  if  we  see  not  here  aright, 

Shall  we  be  given  eyes  of  light — 

When  we  have  passed  beyond  the  door 
That  opes  or  shuts  for  evermore  ? 


c 


34 


MANZI 

Lately  Manzi  herded  kine, 

Near  the  Amatola  hills. 

Slaked  his  thirst  on  crystal  wine 
Bubbling  from  the  mountain  rills, — 
Sometimes  he,  with  eager  lip. 

From  stiff  udders  stole  a  sip, — 

Or,  with  guilty  glance  and  laugh, 
Snatched  a  ride  upon  a  calf. 


Manzi — who  is  hunter  keen 
As  ever  stalked  the  mountain  slope — 
With  his  greyhound  swift  and  lean 
Chased  the  nimble  antelope, — 

Hurled  his  kerrie  with  true  aim 
At  all  birds  that  near  him  came, 

If  a  sly  snake  raised  its  head — 

Manzi  smote,  and  it  was  dead  ! 
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When  the  day  approached  its  noon. 

To  the  woods  he  would  retire  ; 

There  he  kindled,  bright  and  soon, 

A  jolly  little  hunter’s  fire, — 

Roasted  near  the  ruddy  blaze 
Stripped  and  shining  cobs  of  maize, 

Or  some  bird  of  plumage  bright 
Which  he  crunched  with  quick  delight. 


Through  the  woods  he  then  would  stalk, — 
Furtive  as  a  nibbling  mouse. 

Keen-eyed  as  a  hovering  hawk, 

Still  as  lory  ’mongst  the  boughs — 
Liming  twigs  or  setting  snares 
For  unwary  doves  and  hares, — 

Rifling  the  rich  treasuries 
Of  the  thrifty  honey-bees. 


Thus,  untutored  and  untamed, 
Manzi  walked  the  woods  and  hills 
Careless,  naked,  unashamed, — 
Joyous  as  the  racing  rills, — 
Laved  his  limbs  in  Tyumie’s  stream, 
Dried  them  in  the  sunny  beam, — 
Rolled  upon  the  grass  in  play 
Happy  as  the  new-born  day. 
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When  the  sun  serenely  stepped 
To  his  kraal  in  the  far  west, 

And  the  snake-like  shadows  crept 
Furtively  from  hidden  nest, 

Manzi  drove  his  cattle  home, — 

For  the  milking  time  was  come, — 
Whistling  as  he  went  along 
Or  chanting  some  strange  wordless  song. 

Milking  o’er,  in  his  kaross ,x 
Manzi,  sitting  near  the  blaze 
Of  wood-fed  fires,  drank  amoss ,2 
And  masticated  golden  maize, — 
Filled  his  greedy  little  turn 
Tight  as  any  battle  drum, — 

And  when  stars  began  to  peep 
Manzi’s  stars  were  quenched  in  sleep. 

1  Kaross— sheepskin  blanket. 

2  Amoss  (amase)  =  sour  milk. 
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IN  THE  VALLEY  OF  DESOLATION 

This  is  the  Valley  to  which  my  spirit  wandered, 
Freely  and  oft,  before  my  sight  was  fed  ; 

This  is  the  Valley,  and  thrilled  with  exultation 
I  am  one  with  the  white  clouds  drifting  overhead  ! 

Past  and  future  are  blotted  and  forgotten  ; 

Life  with  its  cares  and  yearnings  slips  away  ; 

Heedless  of  these,  I  quaff  the  wine  of  rapture — 
Crystalline,  brimming  in  the  bowl  of  day  ! 

This  is  the  Valley,  and  sweeping  far  around  it 
Red-brown  hills  lie,  dying  into  blue  ! 

Far-stretching  furrows  of  a  foamless  ocean, — 
Billowy  hill-tops  swimming  into  view  ! 

This  is  the  Valley,  these  rude  majestic  towers, 
Bastioned  crags,  in  which  some  eye  might  see 

Relics  of  old  time, — ancient  perished  cities, — 
Desolate  Babylon,  deserted  Nineveh  ! 
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Here,  with  the  moonbeams,  the  mountain  spirits 
gather. 

Here  offer  up  their  mute  wild  hymn  of  praise  ; 
Here,  from  these  altars,  the  sun  at  dawn  and  even 
Flashes  aloft  his  sacrificial  blaze  ! 

Down  amid  life’s  highways — there,  is  Desolation, — 
There  baneful  doubt  bites  deep  into  the  soul, — 
There  prayer  is  stifled  and  budding  hopes  are 
blighted, — 

There  obscured  the  path  is  and  eclipsed  the  goal. 

— Ye  who  are  weary  of  life’s  unceasing  tumult, — 
Who  would  find  peace,  feel  God  exceeding  near, — 
Come  to  this  fane  among  the  hills  this  Valley — 

Not  of  Desolation — this  Vale  of  Prayer  ! 
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RETROSPECT 

When  first  on  thy  sunburnt  plains  I  sojourned,  O 
desolate  Region,1 

Dull  they  seemed  and  unlovely, — barren,  bereft  of 
delight ! 

I  longed  for  my  native  hills, — the  serene,  sky- 
entranced  Amatola, — 

That  lay — blue  dreams  in  the  distance — lost  in 
the  billowy  veld  ! 

I  pined  for  their  breezy  moorlands  ;  for  the  sheen 
and  shade  of  their  forests, 

Their  valleys,  flashing  with  flowers,  vocal  with 
wayfaring  rills  : 

I  yearned  for  a  glimpse  of  their  peaks,— grim  Gaika 
and  Hogsback  the  hoary. 

Where  mists  trail  tremulous  garments  and  Dawn 
comes  dancing  in  gold  ! 

But  lo,  as  the  swift  sands  sped,  the  ache  of  my 
longing  was  lessened, 

Daily  I  sought  the  lone  desert — wooing  the  taci¬ 
turn  maid  : 


1  The  Karroo. 
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Distant  and  strange  and  cold  was  she  ;  as  I  wooed 
her  with  patience, 

Coy  she  became  and  inconstant — wrapt  in  maidenly 
wiles  : 

She  opened  my  wondering  eyes  to  the  mystical 
might  of  her  beauty, 

Robing  herself  in  raiment  that  rhymed  with  her 
varying  moods, — 

That  mirrored  the  hues  of  the  sky,  or  reflected  the 
glories  of  sunset, — 

In  vestments  of  royal  purple,  in  robes  of  orange 
and  rose  : 

She  gladdened  her  bosom  with  gems, — with  amethyst 
and  with  opal, 

With  diamond,  wine-dark  ruby,  sapphire,  glimmer¬ 
ing  pearl : 

She  laid  upon  me  her  spells ;  she  lured  me  with 
wiles  and  enchantments  ; 

Thrall  I  became  to  her  beauty — slave  to  the 
sorceress  proud ! 
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MOUNTAIN  FLOWERS 
{For  music ) 

Beloved,  these  tender  blooms  I  bring  thee, 
Near  to  the  mountain’s  heart  they  grew. 
Unfolding  to  the  sun  their  beauty. 

And  closing  to  the  moon  their  petals  blue. 

To  thee  my  fairest  thoughts  turn  ever — 

To  thee  they  open  day  and  night ; 

In  thy  white  radiance  they  win  beauty — 
Sun  of  my  joy  and  Moon  of  my  delight ! 
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THE  CAPTIVE 

Lo,  the  swaying  blood-smeared  sun — 
Like  a  battle-drunken  Hun — 

Drags  the  captive  woman,  Day, 

To  his  fortress,  far  away 
In  the  forests  of  the  West. 

See,  how  dripping  crimson  drops. 
From  the  captive’s  wounded  breast, 
Incarnadine  the  mountain-tops. 

Tom  ringlets  from  her  red-gold  hair 
Are  drifting  through  the  evening  air, 
Where  shines  a  solitary  tear  ! 
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AT  STEWART’S  GRAVE 

( James  Stewart,  Missionary,  was  buried  upon  Sandili’s  Peak, 
near  Lovedale,  on  the  2$th  December  1905) 

Beside  his  grave  I  stand  and  muse,  forlorn, 

Upon  this  glittering  mom  ; 

Whilst  overhead 

White  cloudlets  drowse  upon  an  azure  bed  ; 

And  all  around 

The  woods  are  thrilling  with  the  sound 

Of  birds  rejoicing  ;  everything 

Is  pulsing  with  the  rapture  of  the  Spring — 

Upon  this  flower-like  morn — 

Whilst  at  his  grave  I  stand,  and  meditate,  forlorn. 

O  heathen-warrior  of  a  bygone  day. 

Who  o’er  this  sun-swept  country  once  held  sway. 
This  lonely  hill  perpetuates  thy  name  ; 

But  newer,  more  enduring  fame 
Has  come  to  thee, 

O  Sandili, 
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For  lo,  thy  mountain  peak  is  crowned 
As  holy  ground ! 

As  the  last  resting-place — 

Of  him  we  mourn — the  great  Reclaimer  of  thy  race  ! 


Bringer  of  Light  to  those  who  sat  in  gloom, 

Thou,  in  the  bloom, 

Of  life’s  young  manhood,  wandered  many  a  day 
Beside  the  waters  of  the  tranquil  Tay, 

And  in  their  gleam 
Did’st  dream  thy  dream  : 

Ah,  not  for  pomp  and  power  did’st  thou  ask 
But  sought  a  task, — 

And  prayed  that  in  thy  hands 
Thou  mightest  bear  the  torch  of  truth  to  heathen 
lands. 


Mourn  Africa !  How  many  come  to  thee 
Who  trample  on  thy  sons  unheedingly, — 

With  cruel  force,  ignoble  stealth, 

They  prey  upon  thy  hidden  wealth, — 

To  them  the  suppliant  voices  of  the  land  are  dumb, — 
Only  for  self  they  come  ! 

But  ah,  for  other  wealth  he  sought 
As  through  the  weary  years  he  wrought, — 

To  him  the  life  was  more  than  gold, — 

To  him  the  souls  of  men  were  gems  of  worth  untold. 
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See,  down  below  there  in  the  wooded  vale 
Through  which  old  Tyumie  flows,  there  lies  Love- 
dale  : 

There  many  days  he  toil’d  and  prayed  ; 

There,  unafraid, 

From  earth  and  all  its  shadows  took  his  way 
Into  the  realms  of  Day  ! 

And  ev’n  as  Tyumie’s  clear  calm  waters  run 
Steadfastly  on — whether  in  shade  or  sun — 

So  in  yon  quiet  vale 

His  work,  commenced,  shall  still  continue  and  prevail. 


See,  Hogsback  rears  aloft  his  hoary  crest, 
Where  weary  cloudlets  love  to  cling  and  rest : 
So  shall  his  memory 

To  us — who  loved  him — be  a  sanctuary  ; 

So  shall  his  steadfast  grace 
To  us  remain  a  resting-place, — 

As  we  go  softly  all  our  years 
In  joy  and  tears  ! 

So  shall  we  feel  his  presence  near 
To  strengthen  and  sustain,  to  raise  and  cheer. 


Joy,  Africa  !  Joy  in  the  memory 
Of  those  who  spent  their  lives  for  thee  ! 
Gordon,  the  spirit  brave, 

Whose  husk  lies  in  an  undiscovered  grave, — 
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And  Livingstone  who  rests — his  journeys  past — 

In  the  Abbey  dim  and  vast, — 

Leonine  Rhodes,  who  from  his  mountain  far  away, 
Watches  for  coming  day, — 

And  last  and  dearest  of  that  giant  band — 

Stewart,  beside  whose  grave  this  mom  in  grief  I 
stand. 


October  1906. 
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SETTLERS 

Sometimes  from  their  distant  home 
Flitting  memories  will  come, 

Brushing  them  with  gentle  wing, 

And  then  they  hear  the  skylark  sing 
From  English  skies  his  anthem  sweet. 
Whilst  around  their  tired  feet 
English  daisies  glimmer  bright ! 

Sometimes  in  the  quiet  night. 

While  the  climbing  moon  hangs  white, 

In  thought  they  hear  the  nightingale 
Singing  in  some  English  vale, — 

And  their  hearts  within  them  bum, 

And  fain  their  wandering  steps  would  turn 
Back  to  the  beloved  home — 

O’er  the  plains  of  purring  foam, — 

O’er  the  wilderness  of  foam  ! 
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TO  A  SOUTH  AFRICAN  JUDAS 

Judas  Iscariot  to  malignant  foes. 

In  olden  days,  his  gracious  Master  sold 
For  thirty  paltry  scraps  of  silver  cold  : 

But  afterwards  remorse,  with  scorpion  throes, 
O’erwhelmed  him  ;  and  straightway  he,  to  those 
Who  gave  it,  flung  the  lucre  :  as  it  rolled 
He  hastened  forth,  unto  a  desolate  wold. 

And  hanged  himself  upon  a  tree,  that  froze 
And  died  beneath  its  burden  of  dead  shame  .  .  . 

Traitor  despicable  and  double-dyed, 

Who  hast  betrayed  thy  country,  thy  vile  name 
Shall  reek  like  carrion,  as  long  as  time  and  tide 
Hold  sway.  Thou  hast  out-Judas’d  Judas  :  he 
Flung  back  the  pelf,  and  sought  the  avenging  tree  ! 
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A  KAFIR  SERENADE 

All  things  he  hushed  and  quiet, — 

Couched  in  the  kraal  of  sleep, — 

Save  the  Winds,  that  like  cattle  astray. 
Through  the  forest  restlessly  creep  ; 

Save  the  Moon,  that  antelope  white. 

That  steals  through  the  clouds  on  high — 
That  wanders  with  silent  footsteps, 

Through  the  fleecy  woods  of  the  sky. 

And  like  those  winds  I  am  restless, — 

And  ever  on  toward  thee 
My  thoughts,  with  noiseless  footsteps. 
Wander,  O  Zenani ! 
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SUNSET  ON  THE  KARROO 

Once  as  I  roamed  at  eve  in  the  dim  lone  wastes  of 
the  desert, 

Watching  the  sun  sink  low  in  skies  of  orange  and 
gold  — 

I  marked  how  he  seemed  to  spin — a  blazing  disk 
on  the  sky-line, 

Paused  for  a  breathless  moment,  dipped  with  a 
flash  and  was  gone  ; 

Regal  he  sank  to  rest  flooding  the  air  with  his 
splendour. 

Kindling  kopjes  to  flame,  strewing  with  gold-dust 
the  plains  ; 

And  with  regret  at  his  going  the  skies  were  suffused 
with  a  rose-flush — 

Tender,  tremulous,  transient — a  silent  sigh  for 
the  sun  ! 

Slowly  the  plains  were  invaded  by  wine-dark  wan¬ 
dering  vapours ; 

Flame-buds  blowing  on  kopjes  blossomed  to  purple 
and  red  : 
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Then  from  kopje  and  plain  the  envious  fingers  of 
twilight 

Wiped  all  the  colours  away,  blotting  all  beauty 
and  joy, — 

All  their  flower-like  bloom,  erased  by  the  fingers  of 
twilight, 

Dim  and  grey  grew  the  kopjes,  ashen  and  sombre 
the  plains. 

Thus,  in  the  twilight  of  fife,  our  hopes  and  dreams 
and  desires 

Fade  like  the  hues  of  sunset,  leaving  no  brightness 
behind  : 

Youth, — with  its  fragrance  and  bloom,  its  raptures, 
its  dreams  iridescent, — 

Evanescent  as  dew,  passes  away  like  a  dream  ; 

Hopes, — whose  glittering  spires  heavenward  towered 
in  triumph, — 

Totter,  crumble  and  fall — bubbles  that  gleam  and 
are  gone  .  .  . 

Thus  did  I  muse  forlorn  in  the  darkling  tints  of  the 
twilight, — 

Sudden  I  lifted  my  eyes — night  was  aquiver  with 
stars  ! 
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THE  PILGRIM 

I  was  a  mariner  on  life’s  rude  sea. 

Seeking  for  peace  : 

Stung  by  the  surge  and  bitten  by  the  brine — 
How  oft,  how  oft  my  weary  heart  would  pine 
For  storms  to  cease  ! 

I  was  a  mariner  on  life’s  rude  sea — 

Seeking  for  peace  ! 


I  was  a  traveller  in  desert  lands, 

Seeking  for  rest : 

Weary  and  spent  and  smitten  with  the  heat 
How  my  soul  panted  for  some  cool  retreat ! 

Some  haunt  thrice  blest  ! 

Some  grove  of  palm  with  fountain  springing  sweet, 
Some  place  of  shade  amid  the  burning  sands, 

I  was  a  traveller  in  desert  lands — 

Seeking  for  rest ! 


THE  PILGRIM 
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I  was  a  wanderer  by  land  and  sea. 

Seeking  for  love  : 

No  more  I’ll  brave  the  billows’  storm  and  stress, 
No  more  I’ll  haunt  the  desert’s  loneliness. 

No  more  I’ll  rove  ! 

For  I  have  found  the  haven  of  sweet  dreams. 
The  shady  haunt  where  cooling  water  gleams, 
What  matter  now  the  desert  and  the  foam, 

No  more  I’ll  roam — 

I  was  a  wanderer  till  I  found  thee — 

My  own  heart’s  Home  ! 
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TO  THE  AMATOLA  HILLS 

I 

O’er  the  veld  my  rapt  eyes  travel. 
Skeins  of  beauty  they  unravel 
In  their  quest ;  and  now  I  see 
A  gigantic  rosary 

Of  sapphire  beads  that,  one  by  one, 
Are  fingered  by  the  hermit  sun 
As  he  leaves  his  secret  cell 
Summoned  by  a  matin  bell. 

That  stirs  him  like  a  sudden  drum 
But  to  other  ears  is  dumb. 

Azure  Amatola  Hills  ! 

Sweetest  airs  and  brightest  rills 
Haunt  you  still.  In  childhood’s  days 
Oft  to  you  I  turned  my  gaze  ; 

Oft  in  youth  I  climbed  your  slopes, 
Spurred  by  eager  dreams  and  hopes  ; 
When  I  roamed  across  the  sea, 
Memory  gave  you  back  to  me  ; 


'  TO  THE  AMATOLA  HILLS 


55 


Now,  I  worship  from  afar, 

Your  beauty  beacons  like  a  star 
That  guides  the  sea-worn  mariner — 
With  its  pure  and  steadfast  beams 
To  the  haven  of  his  dreams. 


II 

Here  enmeshed  by  toil  I  pine — 

As  a  pilgrim  for  his  shrine— 

As  a  lover  for  the  sight 
Of  his  soul’s  supreme  delight — 

So  I  yearn  once  more  to  rove 
Free,  among  the  scenes  I  love  : — 
Hills  and  valleys,  streams  and  trees, 
Ringed  with  rainbow-memories 
Of  days  that — like  gigantic  flowers — 
Shed  their  wonder-petalled  hours 
In  slow  and  solemn  loveliness. 

And  crumbled  into  nothingness, — 
Days  on  which  the  soul  has  met 
Rapture,  Joy,  and  then  Regret. 

Each  time  I  return  to  you, 

Lo,  you  welcome  me  anew — 

With  the  never-failing  grace 
Of  a  loved  familiar  face  ! 
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TO  THE  AMATOLA  HILLS 


All  your  fragrant  fanning  airs 
Come  as  gentle  ministers 
To  my  need — ’neath  their  caress 
Fade  disgust  and  weariness, — 

And,  as  a  serpent  sloughs  its  dress, 

I  cast  off  mottled  care  and  pain 
And  walk  arrayed  by  hope  again. 

And  the  music  of  your  rills 

Quietly  my  spirit  fills 

With  crystal  Peace  ;  and  all  around 

Song-birds  greet  me  with  glad  sound  : — 

Again  the  green  canary  drops 

Leaves  of  song  from  tall  tree  tops  ; 

And  the  sunbird  pipes  a  note 
Iridescent  as  his  coat ; 

Patient  ring-doves  gently  grieve 
At  the  flight  of  goddess  Eve, 

In  a  note  of  sober  grey 

Shot  with  blue  and  rose,  for  they 

Thus  are  garbed  and  so  is  she — 

Eve,  enchanting  earth  and  sea 
With  evanescent  witchery  ! 

Ill 

Robed  by  Distance  now  you  seem 
Like  the  contours  of  a  dream 
Glimpsed  against  the  skies  of  sleep, — 
Or  like  heavenly  thoughts  that  peep 
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Through  the  blinding  dust  and  haze 
That  surround  our  toilsome  days. 
Generous  Distance  gives  to  you 
Garments  magically  blue  : 

Envious  Distance  takes  away 
More  than  he  can  e’er  repay — 

For,  behold,  his  lovely  dress 
Veils  your  lovelier  nakedness. 


Envious  Distance  takes  away 
More  than  he  can  e’er  repay  : 

Well  I  know  your  charms  untold 
That  his  magic  robes  enfold, — 

Well  I  know  your  woods  that  gleam 
With  the  radiance  of  a  dream, — 

And  I  know  each  golden  valley 
Where  the  hosts  of  Sunshine  rally 
’Gainst  invading  Shadow’s  legions  ; — 
And  I  know  the  moorland  regions, 
Where  young  breezes  love  to  pass 
Frolicking  through  red-brown  grass. 


Distance  with  a  lovely  dress 
Veils  your  lovelier  nakedness  : 

Well  I  know  your  high  peaks  grey. 
Where  Dawn  dances,  and  where  Day 
Roams  in  beauty,  and  where  Eve — 
Loathe  to  go — will,  going,  leave 
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Wreaths  of  purple  bloom,  which  Night 
Tramples  in  her  jealous  spite. 

Well  I  know  where  arums  peep 

From  dark  groves: — like  dreams  from  sleep — 

Stars  in  a  green  firmament — 

Stars  that,  with  the  brooklets  blent, 

Give  to  earth  this  golden  day 
Many  a  magic  Milky  Way  ! 

Envious  Distance  takes  away 
More  than  he  can  e’er  repay, — 

Steals  for  Silence — far  too  soon — 

Sounds  that  would  enchant  the  moon  : — 
Steals  the  solemn  harmonies 
Of  winds  among  your  forest  trees, — 
Captures  all  the  crystal  calls 
Of  your  joyant  waterfalls, — 

Steals  the  gay  and  bantering  tones 
Of  playful  brooks  that  poke  dull  stones 
With  bright  fingers, — steals  the  song 
Of  birds  that  carol  all  day  long. 


IV 

Does  Life,  like  Distance,  take  away 
More  than  he  can  e’er  repay  ? 

Veils  he  in  obscuring  dress 
Nature’s  lovely  nakedness  ? 
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Is  Life  the  shadow  ?  Death  the  gleam  ? 
Is  Death  true  life  and  Life  but  dream  ? 
Vainly  we  an  answer  crave 
While  we  journey  to  the  grave — 

Blinded  by  the  dust  of  strife 
That  surrounds  our  toilsome  life, — 
Blinded  by  the  sensual  haze 
That  enwraps  our  earthly  days. 

But,  beyond  the  dusk  of  Distance 
And  the  mists  that  veil  existence, 

Lo,  we  feel,  a  Country  lies 
Free  of  sense, — a  Paradise 
Where  clear  summits  rise  supreme — 
Lovelier  than  lands  of  dream  ! 

Fain  our  longing  eyes  would  glean 
Glimpses  of  those  peaks  serene, — 

Fain  our  longing  ears  would  hear 
Echoes  from  that  radiant  sphere, — 

Thus,  the  soul  is  strangely  stirred 
When  we  hear  a  hidden  bird 
Singing  in  some  leafy  grove 
Eager  songs  of  earthly  love. 
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FOOTPATHS  THRO’  THE  VELD. 

5s.  net. 


Times. — “  .  .  .  He  (Mr  Slater)  has  watched  Kafirs  at  work  and 
at  rest,  has  questioned  the  mountains  and  the  desert ;  and  when 
he  has  written  of  these — the  home  things— he  writes  with  purpose 
and  conviction.  His  poem  on  Rhodes,  ‘  In  the  Matoppos,’  is  one 
of  the  best  that  have  been  written  on  that  fruitful  subject.  It  is 
simple,  grand,  and  deep.  It  has  finality.  It  is  unfair  to  detach 
stanzas  from  a  lyric  so  closely  knit  as  this  ;  our  readers  must  turn 
to  it  in  the  book.  They  will  find  in  it  no  conscious  use  of  education, 
and  no  lack  of  evidence  that  the  mind  which  conceived  it  is  a  mind 
that  has  been  truly  educated.  .  . 

Spectator. — “  .  .  .  But  there  is  more  than  a  hint  of  a  new 
note.  Mr  Slater  is  primarily  the  chronicler  of  nature’s  moods — 
the  vast  spaces  and  silences  of  the  veld,  and  he  is  happiest  when 
writing  as  one — 

‘Who  in  thy  bare  brown  deserts  finds  beauty  which  calms  and  which 
gladdens 

More  than  the  sensuous  tints  and  splendours  of  Spring-lov'd  lands.’ 

His  Kafir  songs  show  that  he  has  the  true  singer’s  gift,  and  he  has 
done  something  towards  the  interpretation  of  the  unique  beauty 
of  his  wild  land.  .  . 

Westminster  Gazette. — “  Nothing  in  the  book  is  better  than 
the  renderings  of  native  life,  like  ‘  In  a  Maize  Field.’  .  .  .  Equally 
charming  is  a  Kafir  lullaby,  with  the  refrain  in  liquid  Bantu.  .  .  . 
Convincing  sincerity,  a  good  variety  in  lyrical  forms,  and  an  evident 
care  and  pleasure  in  workmanship,  are  all  signs  of  promise  in  Mr 
Slater.” 

Scotsman. — “  There  are  some  good  verses,  especially  those  in 
hexameters,  in  Mr  Francis  Carey  Slater’s  ‘  Footpaths  Thro’  the 
Veld.’  The  songs  are  excellent  and  are  cosmopolitan.  The  Idylls 
are  full  of  descriptions  of  colour  and  atmosphere  in  the  veld.  .  .  . 
The  Kafir  herdboy’s  song  is  prettily  turned.” 
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FROM  MIMOSA  LAND. 

3s.  6d.  net. 


Times. — .  .  ‘In  the  Valley’  is  a  fine  poem  with  a  strong 
rhythm,  and  ‘  First  Day  in  England  ’  is  a  lyric  that  deserves  to 
live.  .  .  .” 

Scotsman. — “  .  .  .  Readers  that  watch  with  interest  the  ex¬ 
pansion  of  the  Empire  of  English  poetry  into  dominions  beyond 
the  seas  are  already  favourably  acquainted  with  the  work  of  Mr 
Francis  Carey  Slater,  a  singer  who  has,  while  true  to  the  great 
traditions,  found  a  new  note  to  celebrate  the  natural  beauties  and 
historic  memories  of  his  own  part  of  Greater  Britain.  His  new 
book  shows  him  at  his  best.  It  has  ballads,  both  spirited  and 
graceful,  drawn  from  the  history  of  South  Africa.  It  has  pieces 
that  finely  express  a  fine  spirit  of  loyalty,  and  it  has  others  that 
reflect,  with  many  felicities  of  verbal  music,  the  life  of  the  Kafir 
herdboys  and  farm  labourers,  and  the  feeling  of  the  kraal.  .  . 

Manchester  Guardian.  —  “ .  .  .  His  volume  contains  a  con¬ 
siderable  amount  of  true  poetic  achievement  in  the  lyrical  and 
reflective  section.  Mr  Slater’s  ear  is  extremely  sensitive.  ...  In 
one  or  two  pieces  where  his  feeling  is  natural  and  deeply  engaged, 
he  commands  unobtrusive  harmonies  in  language  as  impressive 
as  it  is  direct.  Some  of  the  lighter  lyrics  are  very  dainty  and 
delicately  felt.  .  .  .” 

Cape  Times. — “ .  .  .  Here,  again,  we  have  a  collection  of 
genuinely  poetic  pieces,  narrative,  descriptive,  and  lyrical,  whose 
distinctive  mark  is  a  sincere  and  authentic  expression  of  the  spirit 
of  South  Africa.  .  .  .  Mr  Slater  is  able  to  give  us  the  atmosphere 
and  feeling  of  South  African  life,  and  his  verse  is  like  a  reed  through 
which  various  elements  of  this  country’s  life  breathe  their  essential 
music.  He  is  particularly  successful  in  his  poems  of  Kafir  life. 
.  .  .  His  poetic  gift  is  indisputable,  and  at  times  shows  itself  to 
be  of  a  very  high  order.  .  . 


WM.  BLACKWOOD  &  SONS,  Edinburgh  and  London. 
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CALLS  ACROSS  THE  SEA. 

3s.  net. 


Times. — “  .  .  .  He  (Mr  Slater)  is  a  genuine  lyricist  and  sonneteer 
in  the  tradition  of  the  great  nineteenth-century  poets,  but  not 
slavishly  so  ;  and  he  is  moved  by  a  glowing  love  of  his  country 
and  its  landscapes.  .  . 


Scotsman.  —  “ .  .  .  These  poems  cannot  but  confirm  their 
writer’s  reputation  as  a  poet  who  has  made  his  mark  as  a  strong 
and  tender  singer  expressive  as  few  are  of  the  essential  spirit  of 
South  Africa.  ...” 


Glasgow  Herald.  —  “  Mr  Slater’s  book  is  marked  by  beauty 
and  tenderness.  ...  It  is  all  exquisitely  simple,  yet  the  poet’s 
smoothness  comes  of  a  quick  flowing  over  deeps.  Some  of  his 
descriptive  verses  have  a  Shelleyan  brightness  and  vision.” 

South  Africa.  —  “ .  .  .  Mr  Slater  is  to  be  congratulated  on 
enhancing  his  reputation  in  this  volume.” 


Cape  Times. — “  .  .  .  Much  of  the  work  in  this  book  suffices  to 
stamp  Mr  Slater  as  a  singer  of  no  common  order.  .  .  .  ‘  Dawn,’ 
‘  Noon,’  and  ‘  Evening  among  the  Hills,’  are  beautiful  pieces.  .  .  . 
Mr  Slater  is  a  genuine  son  of  the  veld  and  has  its  beauties  in  his 
blood.” 


Times  of  Natal. — “  .  .  .  Mr  Slater  is  a  true  poet,  and  espe¬ 
cially  in  his  treatment  of  South  African  themes — veld  life,  native 
life — is  his  verse  the  real  thing.  .  .  .” 
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SETTLERS  AND  SUNBIRDS. 

4s.  6d.  net. 


Times  Literary  Supplement. — “  Mr  Slater,  as  one  of  the  not 
too  numerous  poets  who  sing  of  South  Africa  and  its  beauties,  has 
won  much  well -deserved  praise  ;  and  there  is  much  in  his  volume 
worthy  of  him,  particularly  the  opening  poem  called  ‘  Van  Riebeck’s 
Rose,’  a  piece  of  rich  fancy  born  of  a  poetic  imagination  for  which 
the  first  Dutch  rose  blooming  in  a  Cape  garden  is  far  more  than 
a  single  rose  bloom.  .  . 

South  Africa. — “His  many  friends  will  welcome  another  book 
of  poems  from  one  of  South  Africa’s  foremost  poets.  These  are 
true  South  African  lilts  and  pictures.  .  .  .” 

Cape  Times. — “  Mr  Slater’s  powers  are  lyrical.  He  can  sing 
with  feeling,  and  his  themes  are  images  called  up  by  the  beautiful 
in  nature.  He  has  the  seeing  eye  and  the  understanding  heart, 
and  he  is  at  his  best  when  he  sings  what  lies  closest  to  him.  ‘  The 
Herdboys’  Flute,’  ‘  To  a  Cape  Canary,’  ‘  Herdboys,’  the  delicate 
lines  ‘  Hidden  Paths,’  and  others — these  are  sincere,  full  of  colour, 
and  are  marked  by  good  workmanship.  .  . 


Cape  Argus.  —  “An  educated  and  discriminating  public  is 
coming  into  being,  and  not  always  will  South  Africa  be  dominated 
by  a  narrow  and  stupid  commercialism.  Let  Mr  Slater  rest  assured 
that  his  work  is  helping  the  powers  of  enlightenment.  .  .  .  His 
poems  are  mainly  lyrical ;  they  are  full  of  life  and  colour  ;  they 
show  a  true  feeling  for  the  beauty  of  the  mystery  and  the  eternal 
fascination  of  this  wonderful  land  of  ours.  Mr  Slater,  like  Shelley, 
loves  everything  almost  that  is  Nature’s  ;  he  writes  of  things  seen 
and  loved,  and  he  lays  bare  the  inner  thoughts  which  these  visions 
and  emotions  have  evoked.  .  .  .” 
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THE  SUNBURNT  SOUTH. 
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Times. — “We  recognise  in  Mr  Slater  a  talent  so  genuine  and 
individual  that  we  take  pleasure  in  watching  its  progress  towards 
purely  personal  and  characteristic  expression.  .  .  .  Tragic,  idyllic, 
fanciful,  pathetic — Mr  Slater  touches  many  notes  in  these  seven 
stories,  and  through  them  all  he  shows  a  sense  of  humour  and  a 
tenderness  which  we  hope  he  may  never  lose  as  his  technical 
accomplishment  advances.  .  . 

Academy. — “  The  narratives  ring  true  and  are  carefully  written. 

.  .  .  The  first  one,  ‘  Lena  of  Lion  Kloof,’  is  a  clever  and  powerful 
little  study.” 

Scotsman. — “  Picturesque  and  animated  sketches  of  the  life  of 
the  Boers  and  the  Kafirs  on  the  South  African  farms.  Clearly  based 
upon  a  direct  observation  of  the  real  scenes  and  characters  from 
which  they  are  drawn,  and  marked  by  a  literary  freshness  only  too 
rare  in  stories  about  the  Cape,  they  repeat  in  prose  the  successes 
of  their  author’s  ‘  Footpaths  Thro’  the  Veld.’  ” 

Glasgow  Herald.  —  “  ‘  The  Sunburnt  South  ’  adds  to  the  re¬ 
putation  as  a  South  African  poet  which  Mr  Francis  Carey  Slater 
won  by  his  ‘  Footpaths  Thro’  the  Veld,’  an  even  more  firmly  based 
reputation  as  a  novelist  of  Boer  and  Kafir  life.  Only  those  who 
know  the  veld  can  fully  appreciate  the  magic  of  these  exquisitely 
written  short  stories,  but  no  reader  of  any  perception  can  fail  to 
feel  their  power  and  beauty.  .  .  .” 

Morning  Leader.  —  “  The  stories  all  deal  with  South  Africa, 
which  Mr  Slater  obviously  loves,  with  knowledge  and  justice  and 
imagination.  The  few  characters,  even  in  the  beast-fairy-tale  at 
the  end,  are  all  alive  ;  and  we  have  seldom  seen  a  better  piece  of 
description  than  that  of  the  Karroo  in  the  third  story.” 
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VERSE. 

Footpaths  Thro’  the  Veld. 
From  Mimosa  Land. 

Calls  Across  the  Sea. 
Settlers  and  Sunbirds. 

FICTION. 

The  Sunburnt  South. 
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